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As soon as I reached Venice I went to the Bourse to take
niy passage to Constantinople, but there was no vessel leav-
ing for that port for at least two months. So I took a cabin
in a Venetian vessel sailing for Corfu in the course of a
fortnight—The Lady of the Rosary, commanded by Cap-
tain Zane. Having thus prepared to fulfil my destiny, which,
according to my superstitious imaginings, called me to Con-
stantinople, I set out for the Square of Saint Mark, to see
and to be seen, no longer an abbe, but a soldier. The first
person I called on was the Abbe Grimani; he was at table
with several guests, among them a Spanish officer, but that
did not upset me at all. Grimani expressed some surprise at
seeing me, and especially at my martial attire. I told him I
was carrying despatches to Constantinople from Cardinal
Acquaviva, and that I had come from the Spanish army, I
had just made this statement when a voice exclaimed, cThat
is a lie!'
cMy position,' said I, 'does not permit me to accept an
afFront in silence,' Then bowing to the company I withdrew.
I knew that as I wore a uniform the assumption of ex-
cessive touchiness well became me 5 but I thought that now
surely I should have a duel on my hands. The Abbe Grimani,
however, persuaded the Spaniard to tender me an apology,
so there the matter ended. The incident, however, served to
show me what an invidious position mine was, and I made
up my mind to enter the service of the State. For a hundred
sequins, I bought a commission from a young lieutenant
whose health would not permit him to remain in the army.
On the fifth of May I embarked for Constantinople,
well set up in clothes, jewels, and ready money. Our ship
carried twenty-four cannon and two hundred soldiers. We
stopped a night at Orsera, when I could not but compare
my actual circumstances with those of my former visit to
that town. What a difference in state and fortune! I was
sure that, in my imposing costume, no one would recognise
the sickly little abbe, who, but for Brother Stephano, would
have become—God knows what!

